12           NADIR, THE PERSIAN
In the long day's march or the nightly halt He never forgave onr lightest fault. Without a word of reproach or blame, The penalty dealt was ever the same. Whatever the sin or crime might be, A coil of rope and the nearest tree, And a dangling form for the stars to see.
Till terror within our hearts abode, And our heads were bowed as we sullenly rode, "With wealth that could glut supreme desire, In our hearts there glowed an angry fire.
" He is mad," we whispered beneath our breath, " That he hales us thus to a mongrel's death. Are we slaves to crawl to an upstart chief, When a dagger thrust can bring relief ? Is the man immortal who treads us down, That we cringe like cravens beneath his frown ?
But why did I, his boyhood's friend, My ear to these sinister counsels lend ? And why should I join the traitorous band Of dogs who snapped at their master's hand ? Sure half a century of years
Should tame my youthful fire. Yet I broke my faith for a woman's tears
And my oath for a fool's desire.